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Here I stand now upon 

the quiet battlefield 
where only hours earlier 
the creatures of Despise 
did swarm. The wind stirs 
my still matted hair just 
slightly and my fingers 
are sore from all the 
notes I played upon my 
ute. 


They are gone now or at 
least we hope they are. 
Do they lie in wait for 
us? Are they back in the 
depths of their home 
plotting and planning how 
they will strike again. 


Never have I seen so 
many a brave soul as I 
did tonight for the wars 
of Trinsic and the march 
of the Green Lich were 
well before my time. If I 
could shake the hand of 
everyone of my fellow 
Sosarians and thank them 
for their effort I would 
one by one. 

I am one of those that 
till tonight believed that 
our land had been lost to 
greed. To the evils of 
the recovered artifacts 
and the spells of the 
paragons. It was these 
people who gathered 
together that gave me 


hope again. That reminded 
me there is still a 
community although 
forgotten at times and 
when in dire straights 
the residents of our 
facet of existence will 
rise up and they will 
conquer just as they had 
in the past. 


To them I dedicate this 
Simple song I pen as I sit 
under my favorite tree in 
the woods behind the 
cementary a place I have 
not been able to sit in 
many a moon it feels 

good to be here again. 
The situation looked 
mighty grim 

For months old Brit had 
been lost 

I began to think I would 
never see the day 

Where she'd be free 
again. 

There were Ogres in the 
Castle 

and Titans on the lawn 
Night after night in the 
beginning I would go there 
and try to sing them 

away with my songs. 


Alas it was hopeless 
Even the bankers were 
gone 
The bakery widows were 
dark and faces were 
drawn. 


The creatures they took 
over 

Polluting all they touched 
Not a soul was safe 

from the deadly invasion 
spawn. 


Then a cry pierced the 


night 

From one who had, had 
enough 

Panica began to rally the 
troops 


and Tancred also stood 
up. 


It was a heartwarming 
sight 

As others step forward 

to 

Pledging Sword and Magic 
This cause they would see 
through. 


No more! ! 

They cried as with all 
their strength they 
pushed through 

This is our town!! 

They said as the invasion 
slowly withdrew. 


For hour after hour the 
Fought 

Tamer, Bard, Warrior and 
Mage alike 

Everywhere as far as the 
eye could see 

The creatures they did 
fall 

Their corpses piling up as 
their Generals fearfully 
called! 


Finally it was over only 
the scouts remained 

and through the streets 
echoed a cheerful refrain. 
Truthfully they could 
come back 

and aye Brit could fall 
again 

But I would gladly stand 
aside the lot of you 

and see this war to the 
end. 


To each and every brave 
soul who fought this very 
night 

I raise this mug of ale 
to you in delight. 

I knew that we could do 
it, I know we could do it 
again 

A job well done my 
friends! 


Lady Zillah, Dances with 
Balrons, GOC 
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